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The Inner Calm.

BY HORATIUS BONAR, D. D.

Calm me, my God, ani keep me caim,
While these hot breezes blow ;

Be like the night dew’s cooling balm
Upon earth’s fevered brow.

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm,
Soft resting on thy breast ;

Boothe me with holy hymn and psalm,
And bid my spirit rest.

Calm me, my God, and keep me calm ;
Let thine outstretehing wing

Be like the shade of Elim’s palm
Beside her desert spring.

Yes, keep me calm, though loud and rude
The sounds my ear that greet—

Calm in the closet’s solitude,
Calm in the bustling street ;

Calm in the hour of buoyant health,
Calm in my hour of pain,

Calm in my poverty or wealth,

Calm in my loss or gain ;

Calm in the sufferance of wrong,
Like Him who bore my shame ;

Calm 'mid the threatening, taunting throng,
Whe hate thy holy name ;

Calm when the great world's news with power
My listening spirit stir ;

Let not the tidings of the hour
Eler find too fond an enr;

Calm as the ray of sun or star
Which storms assail in vain,
Moving unruffled through earth’s war,
The eternal calm to gain.

—————— e we® - —

Value of Revival Intelligence.

We may theorize and philosophize upon revivals
for years ; but a minister will learn more on tke

“subject in-one week, when the Gospel 1s tuking

effect upon simners, producing its distinet and
positive results in their conversion, than he could
by many years of mere theorizing.

We may say of a certain kind of revival spe-
culations, what a writer remarked respecting .a
review when compared with the actual scenes
peculiar to the real battle-field : — It has been
truly said that nothing is so unlike a battle as a
review,” * The art of war,” says another, “is
one of those sciences which no theory or appli-
cagion of fixed and established rules can possibly
teach ; it is one thing to write from experience
of the past, and another to acquire a facility for
directing operations by a servile adherence to
the maxims of others.” )

I have known places, however, where they bad

. mo revival ; but an account of a revival at a dis-
! tance, given by an intelligent observer, who was

engaged in it himself, has there produced the
most salutary effects. Indeed, this may in part
account for the prevalence of revivals. Popular
periodicals have what they term the * Revivul
These papers ciculate through
all the cities, towns, and villages of the nation.
It is seldom any of them appear without an ac-
count of six, seven, or a dozen revivals; the
instrumentality which God has been pleased to
acknowledge and honor, with most of the re-
markable peculiarities of each, are there stated,
and read by many hundreds of thousands. The
population of the country is thus made familiar
with revivals. Such descriptions fan the revival
flame in the hearts of ministers and people. A
revival which has occurred, or is going forward,
in such a place, becomes the theme of general
conversation. Often the effects are thrilling
and powerful beyond description. An entire
church will be: thrown into a state of sanctified
excitement after reading or hearing the account
of a revival in some city or town with which
they are acquainted. *‘ The revival in .
is talked of in the counting-house, work-shop,
parlor and kitchen ; and why should it not be ?
Is it not a mighty and glorious event, before
which the interests of science, commerce and
politics should disappear, as stars before the sun
iarising in his glory ? It is then that the inquiry

|goes forth with emphatic meaning : Why may

not we have a ‘revival, as well as the people of
such a place ? Why may not we use the means
which they used 7 Is God any more a respecter
of places than of persons ?

Frequently such revival news produces great
* searchings of heart,” both among pastor and
people. It is impossible now to persuade each
other'that they areidoing as well as they might,

- or equally well withi other parts of the church.

They now knowto the contrary, and facts cannot
be put down, nor conversation hushed. Fire
preaching, learned and eloguent preaching, will
not satisfy the church. The people of God ask
for effects ; they inquire after results, There is
deep humiliation in eertain quarters, and a pro-
voking to love and good works ; nor will they
rest satisfied till their ministry and town are
blessed with a similar outpouring of the Holy
Spirit. In the course of a few months their
prayers are answered ; their ministers preach as
they never did before ; sinners are broken down
and are turning to God on every hand ; so that
their town appears, in its turn, in the Revival
Department, with all the circumstances of agra-
cious visitation ; and similar effects are produced
upon other declining churches.

Peace like a River.

There is a fullness of meaning in Scripture im-
sgery which discovers itself only to the devout
and contemplative beart. One finds in the Word
of God an inexhaustible mine of spiritual wealth,
and diligent and persevering toil is abundantly
"?‘ld- The following extract from an exchange
is in point :

* Awsy among the Alleghanies there is a spring
%0 small that a single ox in a summer day conld
drain it dry. It steals its unobtrusive way amang
the hills till it spreads out in the beautiful Ohio.
Thence it stretches away a thousand miles, leav-
ing ou its  banks cities, villages and cultivated
farms, and bearing on its bosom more than half

_ ® thousand steamboats.” This I have culled

;:::“3 l‘k.nov not where, nor when. Yet

fountain in my eye, and ropr-
-'wh-ynr,lny,“&auﬁhlnﬁ'e-
sentation of & Christian's peace.” « Poace wd
Fiver P Liks & giver in the commencement,—

| soul o Uiessed senge—a foretuste of

S . T

lelge to ledge —now gathering itsell up in a little
pool, saying to its joyous waters * Here rest"—
anoi rushing on again to fulfil its purpose snd
gulmr ity parent sea.

Like a river in its progress,—ever widening
and deepening, from the * ankles to the knees,”
trom the knees to the “loins,” from the loins to
“ watets to swim in, a river that cannot be pass-

bosom a thousand newly launched hopes.

Like a river in its influence—holy, healthy,
generating—causing a wide expanse of * Lving
green” to spread out on either side—making
even the derert of the soul * rejoice and blossom
as the rose.”

Like a river in its changes—when the warm
sun of rightecusneas pours his effulgent rays ou
a heart that has experienced the rigors of a spir-
itual winter, and welts the cold snows and breaks
the ice-bound stieains —or when the showers of
grace fuli on the heart’s hill-top, then a blessed
fullness pervades all its course—through many a
“ crevasse” it-pours its sanctifying streams.

Like a river in its fermination—rolling into
and mingling with the shoreless, blessed sea of
perfect peace where undulating waves never roll
in strife or break i death.  Long ere the greag
sea is reached, the river of peace meets the grea
““trial wave” as it rolis iteelf inland, as if to has-
ten the hovr of union, and give the redecmed
eternal feli-
city and furare joy.

Weligions Intelligenee,
Dark Spots in London.

One of the Mis<ionaries of the Londou City
Mission gives a harrowing picture of one of the
most degraded districts in the east end of Lon-
don, near the docks :

Go into many of the homes of the poor, if
homes they may be called, what wretched hovels
they are ! Houses let out in tenements wherein
six, and even more families reside, and where
the promiscuous associations of the sexes destroy
all sense of decency and decorum. Such a state
of things as this, not simply affecting the surface
of society, but penetrating its very depth, saps
the foundation of the social fabric, yea, the very
vitals of society, tends greatly to increase a
social evil which every good man and woman de-
plores—an evil the gigantic strength and dimen-
sions of which the Christian philanthropists of
this country have unitedly attempted 1o grapple
with, in order that the fearful and ruinous course
of some might, under the divine blessing, be
It is with evils of this nature that the
London city missionary has to come in contact.
Day by day he has to wade through this sink of
of pollution like a scavenger, to open the sluices

arreste d.

of the Gogpel fountain, that the water of life
may flow down this filthy and morally poliuted
and almost putrid sewer, in hope of delivering
Such a
sewer as this is Ratcliff-highway, with its gin-

some who are fast sinking in its mire.

palaces and long-rooms, contiguous to which are
hundreds of houses of ill-repute, the haunts of
the fallen, of ruined innocence and unblushing
shame, the scenes of cruelty, horror, suicide,
and murder. . . . Thave
and mothers broken-hearted. But, blessed be
God ! 1 have seen, through the iustrumentality
of the City Mission, virtue restored, homes made
happy, the intemperate unenslaved, the infide!
reclaimed, and sinners converted to God.
Perhaps in further describing the state of mo-
rality and religion in St. George’s-in-the-East, 1

seen families ruined

eanuot do better than insert an extract from an
article published in the Churck and State Review,
under the title of “ London in the Nineteeth
Century.” 1 do this the more readily because,
from my own personal knowledge of this part of
London, every * nook and corner ” of which I
am more or less acquainted with, I can indorse
all that the writer states. But I would alsoadd,
that while the writer needed three detectives to
protect him, there is nota * slum” where the
missionary cannot go alone with the Bible in his
hand, feeling secure, and sure that the Lord his
God is with him. The paragraph to which I re-
fer'is as follows :

We have quite lately had brought before us
the expetiences of one who had seen the hedeous
heathenism of London from nightfall almost till
the fourth small hour. It was purposed to see
not only all that was bad, but to see it all at its
very worst. Whitechapel was reached before
the evening was uld, and three detectives did the
honors of the introductiou. We are not going
to tel! all that was seen ; but we may at once
say that nothing like the reality of the scene
could be ever told. The intention was to miss
nothing, and the experiences of the police de-
cided that this would be the best achieved in 8.
George's-in-the-East. Neither by night nor day
is there any lull there in the occupation of the
thief in the horrible dens of those tainted streets
They reaehed the outskirts in a cab, and then
they were in the presence of crimes that have
scarcely even names. A moment of separation
from the police, and it is not likely the experi-
ences of that night would have traveled beyond

special merey would they have been granted their
lives when they lost their clothes. As they went.
on the police pointed out the thieves who were
of mark, and those who were mere beginners of
considerable promise. They stopped before one
house where all the crusts that are begged in
the streets are turned into the gin. The infamy
of all seemed very equal, but in the competition
the men were clearly surpassed by the women.
Everybody blasphemed at intervals, except the
women, who never stopped at all. It occurred
to those who went there that night to askif it
was always as bad as that ?  And the answer of
the detectives was, that it was ten times worse
on Saturdays and Mondays. If everybody swore,
and cursed, and scoffed, and blasphemed on the
« off” nights, it was not easy to believe what
their oceupation could be on the other five,
There were old men and old women, everything
that is made after the image of God down to tke
little child ; and the foulness of all was equal.
It wes fearful to hear the words that rolled from
the lips of the crone who was full of years and
apirits’j but it was agony to hear the curses
stream from the baby mouths when midnight

the spot where they were gathered. By only s |

t-r':(-kl'mg from some fissure in the heart, singing had passed, and it was far awsy in the morning |
its own 80ng as it dropped from leaf to leaf, from | - This is the worst street in London,” said the |

chief officer ; *“there is no man, woman, or child

| here who is not either a thief or learning to steal,
| There is mot a woman who is not a harlot or
4dou not mean to be one. Were I to leave you
{for a moment vou would be surrounded and

stripped.
Here Satan holds his seat, and, apart from a
| few Christisn missionary efforts which sre put

Lim.

Progress of the Truth in Italy.
‘The movement 300 years ago, was confined to
the upper classes of society. The revival of the

the working classes ; and judging from all ex-
perienee, and reasoning from all history, there is
more likelihood that it will widen and deepen till
it come to leaven the upper classes, than that
any movement beginning among them should de-
scend to influence the lower orders of the com-
munity.

Four years ago, in Central Italy, there were
men and women in Florentine prisons, guilty of
no other crime than that of baving in their pos-
No doubt
some of the converts (of whom in those duys

session a copy of the Seriptures.

of trial and persecution there were said to be
400 or more iu full communion, and several
thousand Bible-readers) had been speaking ra-

unscripturalness of the confessional, and declu:-
ing to others what God had done for their souls
—as who does not, who has received into his
own soul the living and life-giving principles of
our holy faith. In this way various converts did
undoubtedly lay themselves open to punishment,
according to the laws of Tuscany, and conse-
quently some half-a-dozen each winter were ad-
judged three, six, or nine months of duraunce
vile, for conduet contrary to the religion of the
State. Sdill, there were others who were hailed
to prison by their country priest because a Tes-
tament had been discovered in their dwellings.
It sbould be known, to the credit of an aged
nobleman, who now is so hostile to the unifica-
tion and prosperity of ltuly, and that entirely

late despotic rulers of Italy, that the Murquis
of Normauby was then a kind friend to the
Evangelical cause, while acting as Fnglish Am-
bassador at Florence.

When the last case occurred of a guileless
contadino having been sentenced to a few mouths
bread and water diet in the Bargello, because he
read the Scriptures, and when the facts of the
case were laid before his lordship, he hurried off
to the Pitti Palace, and subsequently said, what
is worthy of an Englishman- and of a place in

| Eoglish history, “ It will not do, your Royal

Highness (addressing the late Grand Duke), to
put a man in prison in s nineteenth century
for reading a book, especially when that book
happens to be the Word of God ;" and shortly
afterwards the the man was out of prison, and
his brethren in Christ were that night joyful in
their meetings over his deliverance. The Bibles
ut that time brought into Leghorn, the seaport
town, in small perceis, were laken to Florence
in oues and twos, and given to the conver:s as
Lheir wants required. Now there are sixty col-
porteurs ranging, without let or hindrance-—nay,
fortified with licences—all over the land, sup-
ported prineipally by the London Hible Society,
partly by the Scottish National Bible Bociety
and private friends. No pains are spared to
send the Seriptures to every town and hamiet on
the summits of the Appennine and Alpine ranges
along the extensive seaboard, and down all the
smiling agricultural valleys. 1 am not aware of
a highway or byeway of wide Italy which has
not these three years past been visited once,
twice, and in some cases thrice, by the godly
merchantman of a correctly-translated Bible,
without nete or comment.

Nay, more, an Evangelical printing-office at
Florence is pow printing and stereotyping with
its three presses New Testaments and Bibles,
and books of all sorts, for the young and the
Sabbath-sehool teacher, the colporteur and the
evangelist, the Christian and the careless and
ungodly. 50,000 of these books and tracts were
sold last year.

Four years ago the native converts used to
meet for the worship of God according to their
conscience amid the greatest difficulties. Their
number, at any one meeling, never could exceed
thirty. They were obliged to choose houses to
meet in which lay off the public street, up some
narrow lane, and, if possible, several stairs high.
They were in the habit of taking half-an-hour to
assemble, in order to avoid the vigilance of the
police. No bell tolled to tell them that the gates
of God’s house were thrown open for His ser-
vice. No songs ot Zion could be sung in these
small but solemn assemblies. No ministers
native or foreign, could join the devout band.
The brethren in Christ broke bread among them-
selves, and edified one another as God had given
them gifis and graces. Now there are, exclusive
of the Waldensian Valleys, some fifty places of
Evangelical worship iu ltaly proper, with evan-
The country people on
several extensive farm-yards and hillsides are
| known to be readers of the Bille. No obstacles
are now, blessed be God, placed in the way of
the freest intercourse, public and private, among
the evangelists of ltaly.—-Feangelical Christen-
dom.

{ gelists and schools.

b e -

Baptists in the Western States
The Baptist denomination, this being the jubi-
lee year of the establishment of their foreign mis-
sion enterprise, are taking measures to secure a
contribution from every one of their churches, so
far as the the country will permit. It is wel]
said :
“ It ought to be done annually. There is not
a church in the land so small or poor as to be
unable to pay the widow's mite for the conver-
sion of the heathen. Every church, sttall and
great, ought to be linked by sympathy and effort
with the missionary cause, We have never un-
derstood how any pastor, who loves Christ, can
allow his people to forget the cause for which
Christ died ; nor how any people who live in the
ninetéenth century, can overlodk that enterprise

which gives to our ceatury its chief glory.

present hour is guing on almost exclusively among |

ther freely of the absurdity of the Mass aud the |

through the intimacy of his friendship with the |

—

- @rmt;i lesrtll_ann

Dovdopment—i'k;ory.

| more remarkable in propertion as they are stud-
ied, are the workmanship of the same hand, as

able through a series of books that they are from

ed over "—receiving new tributaries on the right | forth here, ull is darkness and death. Burely the | the same pen. But to infer that the superior
and Teft, sweeping away as it rolls on its health- | missionary who has to labor on a spot 80 un-| works are developed from the inferior is as wild
ful stream the dead and dying remains of past|hallowed, needs the sympatby and prayers of | g4 o infer that Paradise Lost was not written by
affections and tormer lusts, and bearing on its ( the Church that Ged may uphold and strengthen | Milton, but graduslly developed from one of his

smaller poems. - *

Indeed, we may argue from the man to the
fish as well as from the fish to the man. Why
may not the fish be a degenerated man as well
us the man a developed fish? We may argue
downward as well as upwurd. Do you reason
Well, circumstances are
often unfuvorable. Here is one who is poor, fee-
ble, weak-minded, iguorant, placed in the mean-
est society, or forced, it may be, into the wilder-
ness ; having as much society with beasts as with
men, soon constrained to migrate to Africa and
dwell in huts on the coast of Guinea. What shall
prevent him from getting a feeble mind, tame
spirit, dark skin, receding forghead, thick lips,
and hair slightly curled 7 May not the son be
more a negro than himself, and his romoter des-
cendants in a few generations be negroes ? Then,

from circumstances?

| placed in circumstances less and less favorable,
| may they not become less and less human until
[ they become gorillas, and #0 on through innum-
;nml»lv generations (for we are allowed as many
i as we ueed for the purpose) becomes fishes?
But the chief urgument for the development
hy pothesis is derived from appeleuces, events,
desires, etc. An animated globule geta hungry
aud wants a mouth, and dies with s pucker at
one end ; but its uigpring has a little more of a
want and a livle more of a pucker, and finally,
after a long line ot generutions its remote des-
cendents gets 4 mouth. And now, takiag in
food, it becomes unensy asbout the epigastric re-
gion, and wantx a stemach, which in like manuer,
after some miliennivems, comes for the craving,
and then gradually lengthening itself for purposes
not necessary to deseribe. In due time, the
creature getting a hiule dyspeptic, sighs for a
gastric juice, etc., etc., until finally it gets to be
a pretty respectable sort of animal. But findiog
that other animated globules bave got the start
of it, or, having had more hunger, have devel-
oped larger mouths, and are pursuing it to
sutiate their own appetite, it feels the want of a
shell to protect its soft parts, and so this want
stiffens the prespiration produced by fear into a
«kin, though not thick enough to save it. But
as it is swallowed, it has the consolation that its
offspring, inheriting its dying distresses, will have
a thicker one, and so on until, after some mil-
lions of generations, its order will become pretty
well fortified. When the shell-fish get up to
pikes or pickerels it is easy to imagine that some,
becoming tired of the water, may aspire to try
the laud, and this aspiration may develop legs.
Fiuding their food on the trees, they may want
arms and hands, and propagating this uneasi-
ness, they may at length get them. Finding a
tail convenient to help them from brauch to
branch, they may in due time acquire a caudal
appendage. Some, going into the more open
country, may take a fancy to walk upright, and
getting ashamed of their tails in the plains, they
may shrink them gradually to nothing, and thus
become men, for, according to this theory, the
difference between the man and the moukey is
this : man is deuble tube with four extremities,and
the monkey is double tube with five.

Now why may not this prooress be reversed P
Many men are whimsical. Lere is one who has
a fondness for foxes ; he admires their character,
studies their habits, imitates their ways, so much
#0 that his friends say he is foxy. His attitudes,
his walk, his looks, his practices all resemble
those of the fox, and wherever we see him, even in
Church or in the pulpit, we are reminded of this
passage of Scripture, “ Go tell that fox.” It is
easy to suppose that his son may be more of
fox than the father, and the grandson than the
sen, and so after centuries, or millenniums, or
eons, if you please, he may come out a real fox.
Another man has many of propensities, tastes,
and wants of the monkey ; he has monkey atti-
tudes and monkey pranks. His son may be
still more of a monkey, and so on, until in e far
distant future he comes out in a remote descen-
dant a genuine monkey, caudal appendage and
all. Another man is a * snake in the grass;”
he crawls rather than walks, he stings rather
than talks; the poison of asps is under his tongue,
he celights in concealment, he never does
directly what he can do indirectly. He has no
sense of gratitude, but will bite the bosom that
warms and protects him. Suppose 'his feelings
strengthened through all posterity, what shall
prevent his descendants ultimately from coming
out a generation of copperheads.

We know it may be said that we see no exam-
ple of the changing of one animal into another.
But this is bad for the theory of upward devel-
opment as it is for that of the downward, and so
indeed with all objections. - The philosphical
arguments for the one being just as good as those
for the other, we see many reasons for prefer-
| ring the downward hypothesis. It seems utterly
| unreasonable to suppose that all the susceptibili-
| ties, capacities, and aspirations of man should be
| possessed by the oyster. Yet this 1s implied in
the development hypothesis, for how could that
be development from the oyster which never was
in it. But on the nther hand we know that all
the appetites, propensities, snd capabilities of the
whole animal creation are possessed by man.
He is the microcosm. Then it is a good deal
more to our credit to suppose that man has pro-
duced the whole inferior creation, than that the
beasts have generated him. If we must choose
between them, let us be deemed the father of the
monkey, rather than the monkey be deemed the
father of us, for we may be allowed to cuff the
| degenerated son, but we are bound to pay respect
to the inferior grandfather. ]

As to the Scriptures, discusions of this nature
usually proceed irrespective of them. But if we
were allowed to draw arguments from revelation,
then we could deduce them from many parts,
both of the prophets and apostles, while we know
of but two or three passages of the Bible that
would serve the advocates of the opposite
theory., We refer to the development of Jomab

we may infer from certain characteristics trace- |

by the whale, and to the development of reason
| by the ass.

i 1 began to recall my German voesbulary nnd;

| apply it to the bill-of fare of a village house of

compared with the boundless joy of laboring

for God? The privilege of standing before

| If people keep to their common reason, and | entertainment. The preeaution was by no means men to preach the truth to them, in anytime f

| receive the Bible in the natural way, we have

'ol development is as good as any, and s litue
| better.”—Christian Advecate.

|

| ——————— e

i Love of the Beautiful.

! I have a friend who sees more beauty in a sin-
| gle crimson leaf from the October woods, than
| many persons do in the bright-hued glories of a
| whole autumn-time. To her, a cowslip growing
| among the meadow grass comes as s revelation
from the Father of Life. The crocus, the daisy,
and violet, are dear to her, and all the sweet
wild flowers with unknown names. It was a lov-
ing, gentle hand that pushed the blue bell up
out of the ground, she used to say. Children
liked to bring flowers for her, she received them
so gratefully, and she bad such a way of looking
down into their cups as though she talked with
some spirit there, invisible to others.

Insight was the gift—or the acquirement—
which made the world a rich and pleasant place
to dwell in for my friend. The forms of clouds
she never overlooked ; the way the smoke curled
from the chimney, the curvings of a brook, all
of these things gave her joy. She did not live
where the scenery was grand; she had never
seen a mountain or heard the wind singing its
anthem in a pine forest, but ahe needed not these
higher forms of beauty and sounds of harmony
The ordinary seenes of the rural landscape had
their sweet significance to her. A clump of pop-
lars, with their white trunks and glistening fol-
iage trembied in the wind, she said once, as we
stood looking at it, had the effect on her of a
psalm or prayer.

Nor was this the nature alone that had such
meaning for her soul. She was spell-bound over
pictures—the few that she saw. Statuary, music,
engravings, all were food to ber. In life and
character it was the same. So replete with
meaning was every thing, that from small ma-
terials—as they would be thought —she painted
a life-picture of tropical luxuriance. The argu-
ment is this : another person, surrounded just as
my friend, would count life dull and vacant,
would complain of meagre resources. The out-
side being in both cases the same, it must be the
interior, the wpirit, that is superior in the one case,
inferior in the other. A great man once said :
“ Why does the world look different to me and
to my dog P It is not that our eyes are unlike,
but that we are different here,” tapping his fore-
bead with a knowing significance. 8o persons
are different from each other * here,” and, to
some extent this want of similarity is a voluntary
thing. We may grow fine and spiritual as the
years go over us, if we will. We may become
opened-eyed to every beautiful sight, attenlive
%0 each charming sound, and thus we may.gar-
ner for ourselves u thousand impressions that
shall refine and elevate our souls. I knewagirl
of nineteer: years whose finely-fibered nature was
wakefal and alert for the true and the beautiful
wherever found. Sickness spiritualized her so
that the air of a spring morning exhilarated her
enough to make her shout for joy. The perfume
of a rese was intoxication to her, and the sight
of pansies, with their moist, purple corallas,
made her exclaim with delight.

The perspective of life and nature is lost upon
most of the world. We hold objects to closely.
A pempy half-an.inch from the eye will obscure
the finest view the world furnishes. Let us hold
things at arm’s length and then we shall see
them in their true proportions. If we do mot
love the lofty, the beautiful, the cultured, then
the air of libraries and studies will be stifling to
us and we shall not crave admittance te them.
But if we seek a generous, mesthetic developmet,
if we make every thing give to us what it has
that is purestand sweetest, if in every day’s
routine we seek to look on the beautiful side, if
we love books written by the wise and good, and
give yurselves to them even in weariness of body,
after our toil is over, if we study nature and see
the God that is in it all, then, though our dress be
the humblest and our hand the roughest, there
will be that in our face and mien that will attest
our claim to a place among the highest. Forin
this there can be no disguise of one’s true rank.
Littie things classify us. The very way in which
one turns the pages of a volume of engravings
betrays his nature. Some toss the pages over
with a careless hand, dwelling but a moment on
any thing, and entirely oblivious to the minute
in design or finishing ; while others are deliberate
—nothing escapes them. True manly apprecia-
tiveness is as far removed from affectation in
criticism on the one hand as it is from coarse
stolidity on the other. Let us seek the golden
mean. Let us go opened-armed through the
world, taking to our hearts the beauty that is in
it. Let no fine sight be lost upon ue—no har-
monious sound. Let us give expression to true
refinement of heart, in courtesy of manner, in
dispensing freely to others of our gifts; and,
through all, let us seek that other spirituality of
mind, which is better than eulture, loftier than
insight, and which shall bring us, when our toil
is over, to the fruition of endless life and peace.

Importance of Languages.
EXTRACT FROM ALEXANDER DUMAS.

Although exeeedingly desirous of arriving with
the greatest possible expedition at the Lske of
C 5 ity pelled me to siop at
Vadutry. Ever since we set out it had been rain-
ing in torrents, and the horse and driver obsti-
pately refused to stir one step further—the beast
because the mud reached his flank, and the man
beeause he was wet to the skin. Under these
circumstances it would have been cruel to insist
on eompliance with my wishes.

Indeed it required this philanthrepic consid-
eration to induce me to enter the wretched inn
before which my vehicle had drawn up. Hardly
bed I stepped into the narrow passags that eon-
ducted to the kitchen, which served also as the
common reception room for travellers, thag 1
was pearly choked by the odor of sour crout, an-
nouncing beforehand, like cards at the doors of
certain resteurants, the bill of fare for my dinner.
Now I must say of sour crout what a certain
Abbe said of flonnders, that if there were 0a the
earth noting but sour crout and myself, the wotld
would scon come to an end.

| unnecessary, for 1 was hardly seated at a table, |

We may infer that the different orders of ani- Bothing to say ; but if they must philosophise on | where two wagoners, the first comem, kindly jupon a throce.
mated being, all bearing resemblances more and | the origin of things, we claim that our theory { made room for me at one end, then they brought !
me a soup-plate filled with tis delectable food. such - sceptre as this right hand ? Where is

Fortunately 1 was prepared for this abominable
joke, and I pushed awny the plate, which smoked
like Vesuvius, saying, ** Nicht gut” (Not goed) so
vehemently that they could not mistake my
being a full-blooded Saxen.

| A German always fancies that he has mis-
understood when any one objects to sour crout,
especialy when the dislike is expressed in his|
| own language ; you may immagine then their as-
huniah-nm. to use a familiar German phrase,
| rose mountaia high.

' A moment of silence, of absolute smazement
| ensued, such as follows the wtterance of some
| blasphemous imy tion, and during which my
hostess seemed to be industrionsly eccupied in |
coliecting her senses. The result of her reflec-
tions was & phrase uttered in a voise so low it
was perfectly unintelligible to me, but which 1
interpreted, by the expression of countenance
which accompanied it, to mean, ** Well, my lord,
if you do not like sour erout, what is there, then
that you de like P”

“ Altes, dieses ausgemommen,” which | translate
for the benefit of those who may not be as lesrn-
ed as myself: “ Anything except that.”

Probably disgust produced in me the same ef-
fect as upon Juvenal —with this diffcrence, his
disgust burst out in satire, mine was exhibited in
the tone of my voice. | was made sware of this
by the submissive air with which the land Indy
removed the offeusive sour crout. 1 anxiously
awaited the second eourse, amusing myself, to
kill time, by making boluses out of my bread,
and tasting, with sundry wry faces, a kind of
paltry wine, which, because it was in a bottle
with a long neck, and had ap abominable tasté
of flint, they had the assurance to label Rhenish
Wine.

“ Well,” said I to my hostess.

“ Well!” was all the reply.

“ My supper.”

0, certainly,” and she reappeared with the
detestable sour crout.

1 concluded if I did not do justice to it in some
way, she would pursue me until the day of
judgement. To escape, tlis threatened fate I
called a dog of the St. Bernard species, who was
seated on bis hind legs before u fire sufficient to
rosst an ox, and perserveringly roasting his
muzzle and nis paws. The instant he perceived
my good intentions, be quitted the chimney ap-
proached me, and with three laps of his huge
tongue the subject of controversy disappeared.

“ Well done,” said I, patting my deliverer
when he had finished, and I handed the empty
plate to the landlady.

* And you ?” said she,

“[? I will dine on something else.”

“ But I have nothing else.”

“ What !” exclaimed I, with the eagerness of
a hungry man, *“have you no eggs ?”’

“No.”

“ Cutlets, theg "

“No."”

“ Potatoes "

“No.”

“ Some A bright idea flashed across
my brain—I remembered that 1 had been told
by no means to pass through that region with-
out eating mushrooms, renowned for their pe-
culiar excellence twenty miles around. Lut alas!
when 1 wished to profit by this fortunate remini-
scence 1 could not remember the German word.
Here was an insuperable diffigulty to overcome,
or else T must go fasting to bed. 1 paused with
open mouth at the indefinite pronoun Some.

“ Bome—Some,” mechanically reiterated the
dame.

“ What do you call it in German ?” *“Some ?"

“ Yes, zounds ! some ——” At this moment
my eyes fell accidentlay on my porfolio.

 Stop, stoop !” said L 1 seised my pencil
and carefully drew as good a representation of a
mushroom as a man can expect who undertakes
to reproduce the work of God. My hostess gas-
ed at me with intelligent curiosity, from which I
argued the happiest resuits.

“Q) yes! yes!” she exclaimed as I gave the
finishing stroke to my performance.

The honest woman comprehended my wishes !
—comprehended so well that in five minutes she
re-entered with smiles and presented me with-—
an open umbrella !

“ There!” said she.

I east my eyes upon my unfortunate drawing.
Alas! the resemblance was perfect. —Ierald of
Progress.
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The Luxury of Preaching.

In his farewell discourse on leaving for Furope,
Rev. H. W. Beecher said :

My God has made my work its own reward.
Although every summer I have a vacation of
four Sabbaths-—the month of August is mine—
and although I have always been glad when va-
tion time came, and I repaired to the countryto

rest, yet I never was half 80 glad to get into
vacation as to get out of it, and eome back again
to my people. For although my body needed
rest, | bear witness that preaching has been to
me meat and drink. [ have not worked because
it was my duty to work : | have worked because
it was sweeter to work than to do anything else.
| I take no credit for industry and enterprise. To
| have lain still would have been the self-denial.
| Not to have eaught the fire of the age in which
!Il!ived would have been to be brutal. Not to
have rejoiced to bear with Jesus Christ would
| have been to have forfeited all claim to disciple-
! ship. O, that I eould have worked harder, done
nobler things, and suffered more! Compared
with what the apostles bore, my cip has run
{over. My cross has been 8o covered with flowers
{that I bore the garden in which the sepulchre

! was, rather than the cross. I suffered? Where
are the wrinkles ? 1 troubled ? My name has |
been kicked like a foot-ball in the papers, but |
'have not ! And as to all reproach, as to all in-
!convenieneu,dou a man cry because there is a
{little cloud in the summer air ? And what do
| these flitting things amount to? They are not
{half so bad as they seem, even ; and they dre
!tbc tesult ‘of misapprehersion for the most pt(‘

What are all the miserable little contemptible

| rested with unfaltering con

frots and grievances which annoy us in this life,

the world, is greater than the privilege of sittiog
Where, in a/l the world, is there
sueh a throne as this pulpit ? Where s there
there such a crown as that which canbe wrought
out from this Word of God ?  Where is there
such a monarch as ], or any man who stands in

the chamber of your thought, your imagination,

| and your affection, and disposes all thiugs there

according to the everlasting precepts and prin-
ciples of divine truth? Kings! Emperors!
Poor stufl they are compared with ministers !
A minister is tbe only king, if he understands
himselfl. 1 do mot mean those ministers who
are taken by the ankle with the thread of pro-
priety, and wound round, and round, and round
till there is nothing left but a litle mouth, and
a small bole at that | I do not mean those minis-
ters who are so afraid of their peopls, of the
community, of their influence, of everything but
God and the devil, that they stand trembling. 1
know not how they feel. Never, in my wildest
imagination, did it enter into my heart to con-
ceive the sensations of a minister who stood
thinking all the time what he should not suv.
But for the man who feels the license of infi..io -
truth 3 for the man who feels the touches of
Qod’s heart ; for the man before whom, brighter
then the dawn of the morning, and more glori
ous than uli the magnificence of the sunset, shines
immortality : for the man who recognises Christ
and Christ’s as his ; for the man whose heart
calls every man brother, and loves him ; for the
man whao loves 50 much that he dares to be faith-
ful—for that man to have a free platform, where
he can have men gathered together to hear him
speak of the things that concern their immorta-
lity, their honor, their welfure here and hereafter,
there is & luxury with which no other luxury can
for one moment be compared.

®bituary.
IN MPMORIAM.

Died on the 7th of August, st Wilmot Springs,
Saran A. DEWOLEE, the lamented wife of John
M. DeWolfe of thiscity, and sister of the Rev. J.
S. Puoinney, of the Wesleyan Church in New.
foundland.

Mrs. DeWolfe was, during the last few years, a
highly esteemed and useful member of the Graf-
ton St. Wesleyan Church, in whieh her early
removal to ber heavenly home, has caused a va-
cancy, that is deeply felt and may not be easily
supplied.

Rarely has it been my privilege to have inter-
¢ourse with one so consistent in life, so uniform
in piety, and so deeply devoted to Christ, as was
‘ou¥ departed sister.  Her life was a living epistle.
At an early period she was truly converted to
God. 'The change was not slight or superficial,
but deep and latsing. The claims of Christ were
@ ber all-absorbing. How she aspired to be-

" come a ¢ living sacrifice ;” how she sympathised

with the soul-saving purposes of the Redeemer,
and lohged for the prosperity of the Church ;
how she pleaded with the Angel of the covenant
and agonized in prayer for those whose salvation
she desired, will be remembered by those who,
in the social means of grace, listened to ler
touching and thrilling, but clear and seriptural
narrations of inner-life experience. The fervor
and piety of our departed sister were not expend-
ed in merely devotional exercises. They were
admirably practical. She was a disciple of Him
who went about doing good. She fed the hun-
gry, clothed the naked, visited the fatherless and
the widows in their afllietion, and aecording to
her means ministered to the wants of the desti
tute. She sought te shield the tempted, to raise
the fallen, and to reclaim the wanderer. Often
we feared that her expenditure of strength was
too much for her delicate frame-work ; but she
laboured in love, and toiled in faith, and row she
rests from her labours, and her works do follow
her.

Soon after coming to this city her mind was
deeply concerned for the spiritual welfare of men
in military service. She was accustomed, on the
Sabbath. to witness their orderly deportment, as
they crowded the gallery of the sanctuary in
which she worshipped. She knew that many of
them had been religiously trained, and, that
now; in military life, they were exposed to the
evils of intemperance, and to other temptations,
which prested around them with awful power and
frequency. Yearning for their rescue from evil
and for their conversion to God, she found sc-
cess to many of the soldiers and to some of the
fon-commissioned officers, and her eflorts were
successful in leading many of them to the Friend
of sinners.  Amongst her letters, written when
her right hand had aiready lost its cunoing, w're
a number—eleven | believe were addresselut
the time —to flicers

efitted by Ler influence, but who had been re-

and soldiers who Lad ben-
moved to other stations,

Auother sphere of usefulness in which she took
especial delight wus the Sabbath School. For
the furtberance of its interests she deemed no
toil too exhaustive, no sacrifice too great, no gift
oo costly. In diligent preparation for meeting
her class, in the interest with which she invested
their biblical studies, and in the desire which xhe
cherished for their early consecration to God, she
was a model Sabbath School Teacher.

Such was our departed sister—an ornament
and & pillar—whose intelligent piety, consistent
life and eonsecrated effort would have been we
hoped, for years, a blessing to the church and to
the world. But God’s ways are not as our way:.
In the early months of spring, her wasted
strength, and the hectic bue upon her cheek, * lit
by the bale-fires of decline,” indicated but too
surely the progress of consuming disease, which
o skill could bafle. Her sun went down while
it was yet day.

She spoke calmly of the approach of death
The tyrant was disrobed of his terrors. Peath

M : . i H y She
had lost his sting and the grave its victory. Sh

filence in Him who is

the Resurrection and the Life. Her end was

peace. She is not dead but sleepe th.

She is gone from us—h
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robed, blood was el m le who sta before

the threne of God and the Lamb: but being dead
she yet speaks to her sorrowing and bereavcd
friends ; that they follow her in the same pali to




